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Mwullaﬂhc Emuum-r'- c:m.b, as uttercd on tho
bankd ol the Seit Joaguin, nesr Port Miller, California, are
“Shua eonveyed tothe ear of the world, throogh the medium of
#00g-  Fhe circumsisnces which gave rise Lo the veracs are
"puhlng. Owing to the winter rains, the rivers

fad risen to such & height that they could not be forded. and
the Mhoomatumblo "A family of emigrants ar-
mﬁom of the San Joaquin, in the last stage of ex,
. Rtayvation stared them in the face. The mather

“h burieden the plaina; and on the arriv al ofthe family
:mmm infant, and its sister, six years of age,also

Jeaving the discvnsolate father to prosecute his further

fymuh gold mines, alome. 1

e mm's Dy ing Child,

S mx- I'm Yangred! give me bresd,
Wrap close my shivering form !
_ Cold blows the wind around my head,

.

‘ B2 .lnd wildly beats the storm.

s s n;:m me from the angry sky;
o« ok 3 Mnkmuthlhm:h.

P-4 1mmau-pmn-bht by,

m theee Calltornia wkies,
.asid were bright and bland—

n where, to-night, my pHlow lies,
e Is fhis the golden land?
'., ﬁq‘aﬂ my IMtle sister sleeps,

" Pr else she, too, would grieve;
‘ Bas oply see how still she koeps—
et " Has pot stirred since eve.

33 Rigs hor, and perlaps sho'll speak;
She’l¥ kiss mo back, I know;
tﬂl! father, only tonch her choek,
&/ . = ()T cold as very snow!
< . TPathér! you did not shed a tear,
- ¥Yet little Jane has died !
.- - 'Oh} promise, when you leave me here,
_To lay be by her side.

And when you pass this torrent cold,

it We've come s0 far 10 see;
=R “And yougo on beyond for gold,
f‘x" * Ohl tink of Jane and me.

Patber! 1I'm weary! rest my head
. “ . Upon. your bosom WwWarm-—
(‘ﬂd blows the wind around my hoad,
"2 And wiidly beats the slorm.
MMW;C-:L,M 1623,
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--A GOOD LIFT:

MURm nowus OF LIFE.
" GIQB.GR w- BUNGAY.
CHAPTER I

CAR R . MAGNANIMOUS MERCHANT.

‘Boston Common s classical ground—and its
t]mﬂing history is not the only reason why for-
eigners =8 well 25 our fellow citizens make it a
p"m of uent resort. It is handsomely locat-
e'l. whefe the Jungs of the city ought to be,
a-ﬁt has been laid out with exquisite taste. The
Mmikl—-ﬁw green patches of sod—the um-
bragoons trees—the magnificent fountain—the
variety of vale and hill—all contribute to make it
the @W pﬂ:mennde ﬁ-mund in this com-
monwealth, or country. ‘Well, one May morning,
while dilitarians and dyspeptics were out health-
hiunting, and domesties were drawing willow wag-
oyl lud-oi‘yotng patricians in pinafores over the

, an incident occurred which ought
lﬁiﬁl'bﬁ forgotten like a dream, nor confined
merely to the memories of those who witnessed it.

. As usual, hpra and there were groups of men
w&m&. 'Cﬂ'pets are Jike mortnls;
Mm%m then “put down—then trod-

e beaten uuat®their dust goes to

;I,'luf ' ght ‘and blessed morning, every-

mmed to be full of instruction—even the

strees were silent teachers, for their branches

”hﬁml upward to the land of living spirits, and

- their roots pointed downward to the world of dead

" bodies. On their boughs here and there might

. bave been seen deserted bird’s nests, emblems of

. forsaken hearts. = These castles in the air were

ﬂhd with faded ‘leaves. Life, beauty and the

| lﬁrrina'wxcs of song had departed, as joy and hope

quit the hearts, when the unrelenting winter of
adyersity. sweeps away our promising prospects.

Amotlgthe buty bustling multitude, moving like
I‘W ﬁr!p,' ﬂﬁ-dugh the common_at the time of
!&lﬁu ‘write, was a fair-haired boy, with dark
w eyes, and cherry cheeks. The poor boy
. Wwas probably fourteen years of age. ' His patched
'Irmenh were scrupulously clean—showing pos-
itive proof that he had a tidy mother at home, who
spared neither soap nor Chochituate to keep clean
the clothes of ‘her brave and beautiful boy. Al-
though he wore an old chip hat, his hair was
brushed smoothe as the wing of a robin, and his

. cemplexiop was go clear you might almost have
lqplrtho blood afrculating through the delicately
penciled veins.

_Tho.bq[ was, evidently, industrious, for he was
thew staggering under a bundle of goods ; which
Wiﬂ&n‘ymgto the Providence depot, for some

InLry I made. a purchase of a few
use, and who had employed this
“'to rdeliver it to the baggage-
Wm “he removed the bundle from
oytder, and plu;ed it carefully on & Bench.

. | :}-'J

hgesc by rolling marbles, When the
hibld.ﬂmpd th&pl'esp\mtmn from his glowing
ﬂ Boys“t6 ' 1énd him a helping hand in raising

hmmm benclyto his shoulder. The
 whom he. spake,

thiest ﬁ-ﬁhs in the Pilgnm city. and he

he recogmaed him as a
‘and classmiate,

I

————— ——

oy ‘_’Yfl“'nwkmg boys, who were amus-.
“and PO]‘tely requested one of

was the only son of ofie of

At first the young practicun paid no attention
whatever to the Jad, but when he earnestly re-
peated his request, he said, snéeringly :

“I—I am engaged. Who was your waiter last
year?”’

“Just give me & lift; it will take buta moment.”

“Who are you?” replied the little aristocrat.

“T] am James Conner.”

“Well, you father is a laboring man, let him
help you.”

Just at that moment a Beacon street lady, plain-
ly but richly dressed, approached like a good
angel, and after folding her parasol, cheerfully
assisted him, and then with a bouyant step, a
light heart, and a pleasant fuce went on her way
rejoicing.

It is impossible to perform a good deed with a
good design, without reaping a reward in this life,
even; and it is often a greater act of charity to
aid a child with his bundle, than to make great
donations to be trumpeted through the world.—
The act of purchasing an orange or a paper fora
poor child, is, in the estimation of some great and
good men, under certain circumstances, a deed
of more consequence, than distributing largely
enough to endow a university. Good deeds, like
good seeds, may be out of sight and buried in the

kind Providence bring out the disinterested and |
noble deeds of the great hearted, who love to do
good.

A few months after the occurrence which I have
stated, it was announced through the medium of
the press, that there would be a public examina-
tion at one of the common schools, and the par-
ents and other interested parties were most re-
spectfully invited to attend.

A gold medal was to be given to the best schol-
ar, a silver medal to the second best, and a hand-
some book to the third best. The teachers, and
the taught, spared neither peins nor time to make
the requisite preparations, so as to appear to the
best advantage at the exhibition.
of them at all events,) got up early and sat up
late, so as to thoroughly master their lessons.

At the appointed time the largest room in the
‘building was filled with scholars and speetators.
Most critically and searchingly were the scholars
examined in all the common branches,—and as
usual, in Boston, there was no favoritelsm display-
ed in the examination.

It is worthy here to remark, that the principal
competitors for the most valuable prize were two

dissimilar in every other respect. One was a
patrician, the other a plebeian—one was elegant-
ly dressed in superfine cloth, decorated with shin-
ing buttons, the other wore garments that were
patched and threadbare. Oune livedin-asplendid”
mansion; that commanded a view of the Common
—the other lived in a rickety old crow’s-nest of a
house, in a dirty lane, in an abscure part of the
city. ‘The father of the former was a millionaire
—the father of the latter was one of the million.
One had nothing to do but study his lessons—the
other employed a portion of his time, when out of
school, in doing errands to earn something to help
in supporting his brother and sisters.

After a severe; yet fair examination, the gold
medal was awarded to the poor boy-

“Who is that lad?” inquired the Houn. George
Burton} the father of the unsuccessful competitor
for the prize.

“His nameis James Conner,” replied the teach-
er.

Conner, Conner! Why, thatis an Irish name.”

“Yes, the boy’s parents came from Ireland, but
he was born in this country.”

«Well, I declare, he has the true grit in him.”

“Yes, indeed ; he is punctual as a clock, and
quite as industatous; besides, he is blessed with
extraordinary intellectual powers.’”

«“W hat is his father’s occupation, pray?”’

“He carries a hod, sir, and I am sorry to inform
you that he sometimes puts the bricks into his hat
instead of putting - them into his hod—but the
boy’s mother is a remarkable woman—she is an
honest hard-working, and tidy creature, and verv
anxious to give her son a good education.”

“That boy ought to go into one of our higher
schools.”

“He could have gone tWere some time ago, but
his parents were too poofto pe;chd.se the books
and apparatus that he needed,” ‘said the teacher.

The Hon. Mr. Burton tore a scrap from his
memorandum, on which he wrote a check for filty
dollars,

“Give that to the boy’s mother,” said the mag-
nanimous merchant; “and tell her to send her son
to high school, and whenever fuads are needed to
defray the expenses of his education, tell her to
call on me.’

CHAPTER II.
A MAGNIFICENT LADY.

“Why, ma, where have you been all the fore-
noon, pray?!’ inquired a sweet little rose-bud of a
girl ten or twelve years of age.

“ I went to the common school, "'my dear child,
to witness the examination, and when the exer-
cises were concluded, 1 waited to speak a word of
congratulation and enceuragement to the lad who
obtained the gold medal.”

“Are you acquainted with him, m

“No, daughter; but I saw him on the Common
a few weeks ago, and helped him to raise a pack-
age of goods to his shoulder., You may remem-
ber, for I think I told you at the time, that proud
little fellow who was playing on the path near by
curled his lip with scorn, when the burden bearer
aaked him to assist in raising the bundle.”

—“\Qh. yes, I recollect the circumstance perfect-

ly well.”

‘.“Thé&e lads attend the same school, and are
classmates, and were the principal competitors for

a?”

the prize.”

“] am glad he wasso fortunate,” exclaimed the
young beauty.

“It was indeed a singular ceincidence, and the

R e i

soil—but, as the gentle shower and the genial
sun will quicken the latter to life, and cause them | order to feed, clothe, and educate her children,
to rise in vernal loveliness and beauty, so will |  she sold every article of furniture she could possi-

The boys (some !

boys of nearly the same ag€ and- size, although-

the chief prize, aud the handsome Irish boy won

of the unsucecessful candidate forthe medal, and
the golden henors, gave the winner of the prize a
check for fifty dollars, to be expended in edu-
cating him, and a promise of more funds when
needed.”

«]t is nearly two o'clock ; surely, the echool
did not remain in session so long?”’ observed the
girl. _

“No, Agnes; the meeting was dismissed at
twelve, but I made a call and was detained at the
house I visited much longer than I expected to
have been. T called to see poor Mrs. Brown, the
widow woman, who calls here so frequently. 1
understood she was ill, and availed myself of that
opportunity to render her some assistance.”

“Where does she live, ma? Will you tell me
all about your visit?” '

“Mrs. Brown, you know, Agnes, has seen bet-
ter days. The time was when her busband lived
next door to us on Beacon street, but his ships
foundered at sea, and his stores were burned with
fire. He became so immersed in debt, and his
creditors were so clamorous, and his pride so mor-
tified, his embarrassment put a speedy termination
to his life. For a long time his amiable and ac-
complished widow struggled against the ever-ad-
vancing and never-retiring tide of poverty. In

bly spare, and moved into a plain neat cottage,
where she exercised the most rigid economy.

Her cldest daughter was but nine years of age
at that time, yet the child was so thoughtful she
urged her mother to allow her to take music-les-
sons, so that at some future day she might be-
come a teacher of music herself. Sickness, and
unforeseen misfortunes, have hovered like vultures
over her path, from the time of her hnsband’s
death until now. She has grown poorer and
poorer,~and but few of her former friends have

cnifested the least piety, or rendered the least
assistance. When I discovered her- place of
abode, my heart sunk within me. She lived in a
joor old house in an obscure court, surrounded
by hives of human beings in rags and filth. A
pale gir!, perhaps ten or twleve years of age, an-
swered the rap at the door, and in a very lady-
like manner invited me to walk in.”

“Was it Mary, who used to play with me when
I was a little child?”

“Yes; dear; she requested me to "sit down, at
the same time giving me a rickety chair, the
creaking whichseemed to plead poverty. The floor
of the house was clean as a platter—and the cur-

tait_uf_z_zt the windows white as snow. Where is
your mothert” I Ingquited. T

“Mother is sick a-bed,” was the reply.

“Is she dangerously ill1”

«] fear she is, for she has no desire to_ eat, and
speaks with great difficulty. I sat up with her

last night, and the night before, and this miérning|

I called on the doctor, just around the corner, but
he refused to come when I informed him we had
no money. ‘“Step into the next reom and see
her,” continued the child; “for, although she is
unwell, she will be pleased to see such a kind
friend.”

“When I entered her humble apartment I saw
the poor invalid upon the bed. She recognized
me at a glance, and in feeble whispers thanked
me for visiting her in her affliction. It was with
the utmost difliculty she spoke, but she managed
to make me understand that she was deeply in-
debted to one of her neighbors for many acts of
kindness. She informed me that Mrs. Conner
did her washing every week—called to see her
every day, and frequently made up. for her little
delicacies to eat; and that this kind neighbor of
hers was very poor, but invariably refused any
consideration whatever for her unsolicited and un-
trumpeted deeds of charity. She farthermore stat-
ed that her noble son, James Conner, chopped,
her fire-wood, shovelled her coal into the cellar,
and performed other acts of kindness too numer-
ous to mention.” _

“Whatagood lad, I am pleased to think that
a rich man made him such a handsome present.
I have no doubt he will become a distinguished
man by-and-by. I do think, ma, that poor people
have as much feeling for each other as :he rich
for each other.” .

“Q, yes, my deur, very often they have more;
for the wealth having all that heart can desire,
or at least all that mopney can purchase, since
they never suffer thmselves,do not sympathize with
those who do. 1 speak in general terms, there
are exceptions. Some of our merchant princes
here spend as much for the benefit or others, as
they do for their own personal bencfit. Not a
few, l'lke the magnanimous merchant, who made
the donation to James Conner to-day cheerfully.
avail themselves of opportunities to aid others; and
they mever fail to realize the golden promise
vouchsafed to the cheerful giver.

CHAPTER IIL
A MEETING IN THE STREET.

Nearly fourteen years after the occurrence of
the events recorded in the foregoing chapters, a
young man coarsely clad was seen pushing a
hand-cart throvgh Tremont Street, when a care-
less teamster, who was staring stupidly at the
panorama, of life moving before him, ran his pon-
derous wheels against the hand-cart, which was
wrecked instantly.

“What shall T do?” exclaimedthe owner of‘ the
hand-cart. »

“What is the matter, my good man!” inquired
a gentleman, who was walking on the pavement
near by at the time of the accident.

«Why, sir, my cart is broken, and a costly mir-
ror, which I was directed to take to Shawmut
Avenue, is broken into a thousand pieces.”

“You have been unfortunate, and I for one, am
willing to give you a lift.”

“You are very kind, sir.”

«What will it cost to repair the eart!”

«“At least five dollars,” replied the porter.

«Here isa V,” safd the gentleman.

“Thank you, sir. Your generos:ty will be ap-
preciated during a lifetime.”

“Jt strikes me,” continued the gencrous gentle-

b st of the story remains to be told. The father |

‘| materials to support the function of respiration;

man, “that your conversation gives .evidence of
educational advantages seidom possessed Ly.men |

“You are right, sir. I have been liberally ed-
ucated. My good father, who is now in his
grave, spared neither pains nor expenses in bis
efforts to caltivate my mind.”

‘«Strange, indeed, that you do not pursuc an oc-
cupation less laborous, and more profitable.”

“Mine has been an eventful life, sir. Although
I'am a young man, I have exhaustéd a fortune left
to me by my father. My old aequaintances,
when they ascertainéd the real state of my peca-
niary embarrassments,cruelly cut me in the street.
When my cash and my credit were gone, I saw
before me but two alternatives. I knew that I
must work, orstarve, so I coneluded to turn over
anew leaf—stop gambling, which has been the
cause of my ruin, and hégin life with 2 hand-cart,
as my father did.”

“Pray, what is your rmme"
seen you beforel’

“I 'have assumed an alias,
sons.”

Yout voice and face forcibly remind me of one
of my school companions,” remariked the gentle-
man. -

“I do not wish to be recognized,” observed the
porter. -

“Do not deem me impertinent, when I ask if
you did not attend the Common School, on H—
Street, fourteen years ago?

“I did,”” was the reply.

“You attended Harvard College afterwards!”

“1 did.”

“Your name is George Burton, son of the Hon.
George Burton.”

“Say so in whispers, for I have forfeited all
claims to the name. But, who are you pray?”

“J] used to sit by your side in school.”

“So you did; and now I recollect you won the
gold medal on that memorable day we were so
roughly examined.”

I think I have

for obviouz rea-

ry, helped me to obtain a classical education.”
“Often have 1 heard him speak of Jamés Con-
ner, but T have forgotten the fact that he assisted
you.. Are you a prefessional man?”
“No, I am a merchant, and if you will accept
a situation in my establishment, I shall be most
happy togive-you a lift.”

ed the word lift twice, and each time I have been
reminded of the fact, that when a boy at play on

throw from this very spot, I once refused to- lift a-

“oundie to your shoulder; and 1 dmtmctly recol-'

leet how my cheeks erimsoned with shame when

ing hand.”
“Do you recollect that Mrs. Curtis had a
‘daughter hanied Agnes?” inquired Mr. Conner.
“Yes, indeed, I recollect her quite well,” re-
plied Mr. Burton, as he brushed'a tear from kis
eye. “I'should like to see ber once more, but T
dare not look herin the face.”

in your humble sphere of life.” J

]

“Your honorable father, blessed be his memo-'

“In the course of our conversation you have use- |

the Boston Commeon, not more than a s.tl:)nesI

that amiable lady, Mrs. Curtis, gave you a help--

“Well, just make up your mind to shun the|

society of such men as those who have fléeced you, |
and my word for it, there is a_better future before |
you. Follow me to'my hbuse; and I will give you '
an introduction to Agnes, who happens to be my
wife.”
b They balted at a cTU!hing ware-house long
enough to procure a descent suit for the returning
prodigal, and then directed their steps to a bea-
tiful and substantial dwelling handsomely situat-
ed and tastelully furnished. _

At the door they met Miss Mary Brown the
only child of the sick widow, who died scveral’
years before. She made Mr. Conuner’s house her
home until she became the happy wife of Geoge
Burton, who received such a lift from his school-
mate that he afterwards became a merchant |
prince himsell.--Flag of our Union. '

Dier.1ix PurmoNary Diseases.—On Mondap
evening. Dr. Turnbull presented to the Literary
and Philosophical Society of Liverpool a copy of
a report lately published by him “on the progress
of improvement in the treatment of consumption
and other pulmonary and laryngeal diseases, and
on some new remedical means.” He also read a
short cominupication on the use of certain arti-
cles of food in pulmonary diseases. He observed
that those familiar with Liebeg’s works were
aware that he had established the fact that all the
various substances used as food belonged to ome
of two classes, the azetised or plastic, which
formed the ®tissues of the body, and replaced
them when worn out, and the non-azotised,which
furnished tood for the lungs, supporting respira-
tion and animal heat. Of the latter class the
principal were starch, sugar, oil or fat, and alco-
holic liquors. = These united with the oxygen ab-
sprb at the lungs, and were the chief source of
carbonic acid and watery vapor given off by the
lungs. It appeared to him that, as this function
of the lungs must necessarily be more or less
impeded in all pulmonary diseases,advantage wo'd
be gained by selecting such of the nen-azatised
or combustive articles of food as would have the
greatest tendency to unite readily with the oxy-
gen of the atmosphere. His inquiries had led
him to believe that sugar of milk possessed this
property. It existed in all kinds of milk,but was
relatively most abundant in that of the ass, which
had always had a reputation as an article of food
in_pulmonary diseases. Its affinity for oxygen
was so great that, in solution with an alkali, it
reduced some of the metallic oxides; and, as it
was readily absorbed into the blood, which was
an alkaline fluid, containing oxide of iron, it was
obvious that it must there be converted into car-
bonic acid and water. He also read a passage
from his work, showing that one of the great offi-
ces of the liver is to prepare saccharine and fatty

and stated that the facts he had adduced, together
with his experience, led him to recommend sugar
of milk as an article of food deserving of more at-
tention in pulmonray diseases than it had yet re-

ceived.— Liverpool paper.

3 R
Be Something.
BY NELL TRUTHWOOD. e

Yen, be something. Degin this hour. You

have been just no where and nobody leng encugh.

| Cast aside that *“dan’t care™ spirit that you pos-

ses, and stand before the world 6s o man'—as
such act- You can do i{—be gometh]ng if you
choose. - You were not placed hera to be o tox
on mankind—a do-nothing—far from v Each
one has a task allotted to us—a task which shouid
be, if it is not performed.

Suppose our predecessor’s ambitious spirit had
been kept in the back ground, just because of
some trivial disappointment or failure attending
its first appearance—some little discouragement
at the onset; what then? America had not been
discovered. Invention, that which has awaken-
ed the dormant powers and nerved the soul of
man for some great undertaking—Dbroken the
spell which was thrown over inanimate nature,
endearing it a *‘thing of Jlfe,”—-he remained dor-
mant.

“I will be eomething! spoke the brave perse:
vering spirits of the-past— and they became some-
thing. Obstacles, itis true were in the way, but
they overcame them. Poverty stared them in the
face—they met undaunted its fierce gaze.—
Friends, when wost needed forsook them—still
they remained unshaken in their purpose. The
spirit of perseverance had been awakened, and
despite of all obstructions, it would go on and on-
ward until the goal for whlch it had started was
obtained.

There are a few, at the present day, who are
imbued with a spirit of the past—who have said

—«I will be something,” and are fast fulfiling
their promise.

To such as have made tlns resolved, I would
say—on, on my friends in the course commen=-
ced. Yes, on! though the very bolts of heaven
'should threaten to consume you.  On through the
 hurricane of strife—the wild sea of passion—the
storm of treachery! On. through all, until you
arrive at the summit for which you started.—
Would that this world contained a greater num-
ber of these “be something,” spirits.

Young man— young woman—ye who have

just launched your bark upon the waves of “life’s |

- uncertasin sea,’ listen I entreat you, to what I am
ahout to remark,

Would you be happy and useful in this life—be
'something; be not afraid to undertake great
things, you can accomplish them. ‘The summit
of Fame can be attained; the road that leads to it
mdy at times, be intricate, and almost i inaccessi-
. ble—you may lose m"ht of the far off and dimly-

h&lll.t.l.'l LEaCLn ALt G o s
ness may surround you; you may lose your way
| yet you should not despair. Commence anew in
the chase, and then on—en, with the desperation
of a wrecked seaman, while swimming town.rda
the distant. yet can-be-obtained ashore.

As the ambition of the mariner urges him over
the waves that. threaten to engulph him, so Jet
your ambition urge you over the stormy billows
of the sea of life, until the 'point—the point for
which you have started, is reached.

One word in conclusion. Arise, ye that have
become discouraged at trifles—Dbestir yourself;
the spirit - of ambition is in ywu; throw it forth to
theworld. God did not designfor it to beconie
dormant—useless; therefore he sent the spirit of
adversity to bring it to light and action. You
have censured him for.so doing, instead of being:
thankful and profiting; as you should, by the same:"
Yes—you have said *“an uvnwise Providenice has
laid upon me a greater burden than I can bear,
and I must sink .beneath its oppressive yoke.”—
Neow, this were wrong: Trialsshould be con-
sidered as blessings—regarded as necessary re-
quisites to bring forth the ennobling qualities of
the inner man.—Star Spangled Banner. .
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WHERE was THE DEecriraTiON OF INDEPEN-
pENCE WRITTEN!—This is a question which has
excited much discussion.- The following letter
from Mr. Jefferson settles the' question. The
house he designuates is at the corner of Seventh
apd High (or Market) streets, Philadelphia, the
lawer story of which is nowroccupied as a cloth.
ing store, and the up per stories as a prmtmcr of-1

fice:—
MoxTIicELLO, Sept. 26, 1825.

To Dr. James Measg, Philadelpbia.

Dear Sir: It is not for me to estimate the im-
portance of the circumstancgs concerning which
your letter of the 8th makes inquiry. They prove,
even in their minuteness, the sacred attachments
of our fellow citizens to the event of which the pa-
per of July 4, 1776, was but the declaration, the
genuine effusion of the soul of our country at that
time. Small things may, perhaps, like the relics
of saints; help to nourish our devotion to this ho-
ly bond of our Union, and keep it longer alive
and warm in our affections. This effect may give
importance to circumstences however small.

At the time of writing that instrument, I lodg-
ed in the house of a Mr. Graaf, a new brick hcuse
three stories high, of which I rented the second
floor, consisting of a parlor and bed room, ready
furnished.. In that parlor I wrote habitually,
and in7it wrote this paper, particularly. So fur I
state from written proofs in my possession. The
proprietor, Graaf, was a young man, son of a
German, and newly married. I think he was a
bricklayer, and that his house was on the South
side of Market street, and if not the only house
on that part of the street,I am sure there were
few others near it. I have someidea it was @
corner housey but no other recollections throwing
light on the question, or-worth communication.—
[ am ill, therefore only add my assurance of my

great respect and esteem.
Ta. Jerrenson.

(<7 A man died of the apoplexy, the other day,
in Michigan. The next morning the coroner
held an inquest. when the following verdict was
returned: “ Died from the visitation of one ' beaf-
steak, elght cold potatqes, and a fried pie.”"—

! Sensible jury that. :
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A Word About Children.

How deeply rooted are the i 1mprelstonl, the loves
the fears; the hates of chrldhood Ayethate, for
children are often tnught to hite, with all the
method that wonlJ characterize a Jeauiﬁoﬂ dis-
ciple:  And not till thé humanity of riper years

wrongs unavenged, cease to embitter existenge.
If we of ripér yeers would but keep in'mind the
influence of early association upon.ourselves, we
should treatchildren more justly. Who does not

hear of some bugbear of a man, whosa very ehad-

ow is dett.atcd to-day, and whose face wears .the
same crusty “hi off? .expression’ ofold t&ougﬁ it
breaks ‘into smiles jn our grown up preaencg s
And she who treated us with eourtesy, who
thought wus not to little or to simple to talk with
lLer of weighty aﬁ'mrs, who condescended to set
the table, even for us, and treated us like littlg
kings and queens—how_she stands a mo ent
of love. and beauty in our hearts! Whlt would
we not do for her? T

We should recoilect that the child ‘in all his
swaylhg passions, affection, impulses, is but #he
embryo of the man. That memeory acts.often as
the judge of the past: - We may“look in’ vein for
favor, when like the dry moss, we would cling for
support to_the green, young sapliag, and pn.rt,.ke
of its strength and freshness.

The very child that stands before you, its lit-
tle fingers working nervously, its eye-lids cast
down, and ontraged feeling trembling ou ‘its lip,
may have the power yet to heap favorson your
head. But suppose you it will if-you sour ‘ih ne-
{ ture in the germ? v SR "y

We seem to forget that children will ever beé-
come men or women. They are either pets or
torments, treated like creatures without eyep or
ears, while all the time they are gatherirg in
good or evil as the earth sucks in moisture.

Children are so keen—so quick, so geperally
true in their judgments! They are always peep-
ing over the shoulder of reason, and when?ou
slight or insuit them, they know it.

Worse than death to them is the langh of ridi-
cule Sometimes they have a dignity—a childish.
dignity. ‘That, encouraged, might build them o
wall of defense against coming dangete, They
note the sly laugh, the course outbuyfst of merri-
ment frightens them; they shtink into childish ob-
scurity, and lose much of their native ind!pbﬁ-
dence.

A tew rare hearts there are who know how to
appreciate and treat children.  Such never, nev-
er want the surshine of bright eyes, the warm
affection of pure hearts. A book lent, a flower
given,-n kind word spoken, a little hand held for a
moment i ToVIng pressure, & kiss undrudgingly
given—thought but slight drops from the showers

hold, they are never forgotten

~O! ye whose puth is thronged with litsle “chil-
dren, you know not how many angels in disguise
wait to expand’ their beautifu]l wings' and mtke
earth seem heaven, through your tender minie-

tration.— Mrs. Dennison, in Me Baton Olive
Branrh

A Mother's Sdllloqu}.
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'Tis mine! bound to me by a tie that death it-
sell cannot sevér. That little heart shall never-
thrill with pleasure, or thréb with pain, without a
quick response from mine. I am the eentre'of
its little world; its very life depends upon my'
faithful care. Itis my sweet duty to deck those
dimpled limbs, to poise that tiny, trembling foot;
yet stay! - My duty ends not heré! A soul looks
forth from those blue eyest” And undying spirit,
that shall plume its wing for & ceaseless ‘flight, -
guided by my erring hand. The hot bluod of an-
ger may not poison the fount'whence it draws its
life, or the hasty words escape my lip, in ‘that
pure presence. Wayward, passionate, impulsiv-
et, “how shall I approach it,” but with ‘2 ‘hush
upon my spirit and a silent prayer?

Oh, careless sentinel! slumber not at thy po-t.
over its trusting innocence!

Oh, reckless “sower of the seed,” let not tho
“tares’’ spring up! .
Oh, unskilful helmsman! how.shalts thou pﬂot
that little bark o'er life’s tempestuous sea, nfely
to the eternal shore!
“T'is ours! A father bénd's proudly over that
little eradle! ~ A father’s love ! how strong ! how
true ! . But oh, not sa tender as hers, whmhmt
that ba.ba hath lain beneath !
Fit me for the holy trust, Good Shepherd, or
fold it early to thy loving bosom!

' Fawsy ‘Farw.

Evoquexr Exrract,—We copy the fellowing
passage from the newavork, “The Old House by
the River:” We regard it not only as eloquent
but embracing the belief that every christian heart,
must hold. He who believes in love and sympa»
thy of soul, must believe life to be etem;l or eter-
nity a fable:

“Go preach to blocks and stones, ye who be-
lieve that'love is of clay! Go preach to the dead,
ye who deny the immortality of the affections!
Go reason with trees; or hills, or images of woed,
or with your motionlsss, icy souls, ye who believe
that, because there is no marrying yonder, there
shall be no embracing, or because, we may not
use the gentle words “my wife,” we may notclasp
these sapctifled forms in our own holy srms! I
tell you, man, that immortality would be a" glori-
ous cheat; if with our clay died all our first affec-
ions. [ tell yon that annihilation would be heav-
en, if I believed that when my head at Jength
rests on its coffin pillow, and my lips sink to the
silence and repose of death, these lcﬂng eyes
would never look into mine again, this pure
clasp never be around my neck, this holy caress
never bless me more!” b

0%~ A fellow who had been booked by llulm-
ly cow, limped in his gait. A lldyr!mu‘hlu‘
he passed, that he sppeared o be intoxicated.
“Yes, said her beau, “he has jﬂ‘t boon uhlnl
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couple of horns.” ’ v o

of love that fall upon the dearest of your hogse-

softens resentment, does that lingering feeling of
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